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LOB Songs of the aods. 

. 	 SONaS OP THE G O D S  

The Challenge of ~ h o r .  

I AM the ood Thor, 
. 	 I am the War Ood, 

I am the Thunderer I 
Irere in my Northland, 
My hstnw and fortress, 
Reign I for even I 

=ere amid iceberg8 

Rule I the nations. 

Thin is my hammer, . 

Mioher the mighty ; 

~isntsand -em 

Cannot withstand it I -


These are the hntletd 

Wherewith I wield it 

And hurl it aPss off. 

This is my girdle; 

Whenever I bmm it 

Strength in redoubled I 


The light thou beholdeat 
Stream through the heavelu 

In U e a  of crimson 

In but my red beard 

Blown by thenighBwind, 

Affrighting the nations I 


Jove is my brother ; 

Mine eyes are the lightnhg ; 




The wheels of my chariot 
Roll in the thunder, 
The blows of my hammer 

1 ltingintheearthquskel 
I .  :~ 

. .. 
. Force rulea the world still, 
;,Haa ruled it, shall d e  it;
r; 

Meakness i~weakness, 
=.. Strength is triompbanb, ,i:, Over the whole earth 
'"z.8tillis i t  Tbor'a Day I ... -. . 

I HEARD a vcim that oried, .	Balder the BegutiM 

1s dead, is dead I n  

And through the misty air 

Passed lite the mendory 

Of nunward sailing manes 


I ssw the pallid corpee 
Of the dead nun 
Borne through the Northem sky. 
Blasts from Niffelheim 
Lifted the sheeted mists 
Around him an he passed 

The Song of Trgnm, a Bwediah post. 
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6' 	 Balder the Beautiful 

I s  dad; isdead i" 
And died sway 
Through the dresry night 
I n  wenta of den&. 

Balder the B e s u W  
God ofthe summer nun, 
FnirestofautheaodsI 

.Light from his forehead beclmed, 

Runes were upn his t o w %  

de on the w d a  S d ~.
. ' 

~:.. 
All things in earth end air . . 

B o ~ dwere, by ?nngiaspell 
Never to do him h; 
Even the p h t a  snd ston& 

All save the mistletoe, .~ 

ThepscredmigtlatoOI . ..~ ~~ ~ 

Haeder, the blind old God, 

Whme feet are ehod with denoe, 

Pierced through thst gentle breeat 

With his sharp spar, by fraud 

Made of the mistletoe, 

The scouraed mistletoe I 


They hid him in his ship, 

With home and harnese, 

As on a funeral pyra 

Odin placed 

A ring upon his finger, 

And whiiered in his em. 
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They launched the burning BLip I 

It floated far away 

Over the misty sea, 

Till like the sun it seemed, 

Sinking beneath the waves 

Balder returned no more I 


So perish the old Gods I 

But out of the sea of Time 

Risea a new lend of song, 

Fairer than the old. 

Over its meadows green 

Wak  the young bards and sing. 


Build it  again, 

0 ye bards, 

Fairer t h  before I 

Ye fathers of the new ram, 

Feed upon morning dew, 

Sing the new Song of Love l 


The,Lsw of force is dead I 

The Lsw of love prevails I 

Thor, the Thunderer, 

Shall rule the earth no more, 

No more, with threats, 

Challenge the meek Christ. 


Sing no more, 

0 ye bard8 of the North, 

Of Vikings and of Jarls I 

Of the days of Eld 

Preserve the freedom ooly, 

Not the deeds of bloocl 


LonoFswn. 


